ABROAD, on a star-lit night,
With the empty moors around,
And the night-wind softly blowing,
There is Thy palace, O King.

There in the peace and the beauty of night,

With the silence around,

And the flaming heavens above.

There is Thy palace, O King*

There may our souls know Thee,
Know Thee and worship Thy might.
Rejoice in the touch of Thy love:

There Is Thy palace, O King.

FOR sunset over the lake,
I thank Thee, O Father;
For dark bands of cloud,
And the golden splendour behind them:
For crisp waves racing before the wind,
For the joyful call of the birds,
For the wideness and i>eaee of the sky.
For the shadow and shine on the water,
As night falls fast.
For the surge of the gale in the trees:

For all this beauty and joy,
The gift of Thy grace,
I thank Thee, O Fat hex,
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